46	A LAST CONFESSION
As once in childish sorrow :   ' Not my pain,
My pain was nothing :   oh your poor poor love.
Your broken love ! '
My Father, have I not
Yet told you the last things of that last day	490
On which I went to meet her by the sea ?
0	God, 0 God 1  but I must tell you all.
Midway upon my journey, when I stopped
To buy the dagger at the village fair,
1	saw two cursed rats about the place
I knew for spies—blood-sellers both.   That day
Was not yet over ;  for three hours to come
I prized my life :  and so I looked around
For safety.    A poor painted mountebank
Was playing tricks and shouting in a crowd.	500
I knew he must have heard my name, so I
Pushed past and whispered to him who I was,
And of my danger.    Straight he hustled me
Into his booth, as it were in the trick,
And brought me out next minute with my face
All smeared in patches, and a zany's gown ;
And there I handed him his cups and balls
And swung the sand-bags round to clear the ring
For half an hour.   The spies came once and looked ;
And while they stopped, and made all sights and sounda
Sharp to my startled senses, I remember	oil
A woman laughed above me.    I looked up
And saw where a brown-shouldered harlot leaned
Half through a tavern window thick with vine.
Some man had come behind her in the room
And caught her by her arms, and she had turned
With that coarse empty laugh on him, as now
He munched her neck with kisses, while the vine
Crawled in her back.
And three hours afterwards,
When she that I had run all risks to meet	520'
Laughed as I told you, my life burned to death
Within me, for I thought it like the laugh
Heard at the fair.    She had not left me long ;

